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Dedication
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To every quiet act of rescue and the humans who make it possible everywhere.

And with deep gratitude to the felines and

guardians at the ​Lānaʻi Cat Sanctuary, where this story began.
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Early Praise
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"Beautifully written and utterly charming—sharp feline voices, vivid Hawaii-to-Vegas settings, a clever cozy caper, and a tender slow-burn romance. I was hooked from page one.”

Judith Ayn, award-winning fiction author & Cat Writers Association Member

“As soon as I began reading, Bella and Django pulled me in—I was thoroughly absorbed and had to read straight through to the end. I especially loved the evocative Vegas/Lānaʻi settings and the contrast in ways of life. By the final page, I was already wondering what happens next. I can’t wait for the further adventures of Bella and Django.”

J. Likolani Tackett — author of Nāhoa, The Lucky Cat of Lānaʻi


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Story Note to Readers
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In this story, humans can’t hear cats speak. Cats communicate with each other by thought—quiet, private, and swift as a whisker-twitch. Their telepathic exchanges appear in italics.
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Chapter One: The Door That Yielded
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I wasn’t born in paradise. I was carried to the Lānaʻi Cat Sanctuary—kitten-small, ribs like reeds, eyes too old for my face—fresh from a house where even the floorboards had learned to whisper. The sanctuary became my kingdom anyway: the only home that makes sense to an island princess, where the weather behaves with manners, the air stays sweet, and the days arrive warm and unhurried.

By seven months, I was nine pounds, built on a winter blueprint that had somehow wandered into Hawaiʻi—heavy bones, dense velvet fur, and snowshoe paws too large for any sensible kitten. My ears carried their own little tufts, lynx-like punctuation. My ruff thickened at my throat until it looked like I wore a stole on purpose. And my tail—please—my tail had become a full plume, the sort of extravagant feather duster that sweeps past your ankles and leaves you slightly changed.
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People came from everywhere to visit—sunburned, smiling, dragging little bags of treats and reverence—crossing the channel by ferry to meet our island lions and be briefly forgiven for being human.

I positioned myself near the front entry gate, and humans did what humans always do when confronted with radiance. They slowed down. They whispered. They raised their phones. They forgot their own names for a moment.

I never minded. Admiration is a form of order.

Life on Lānaʻi moved to a rhythm resembling forgotten times. Short roads, long pauses—wind that took its time deciding which direction it preferred. The sanctuary fit the island the way a basket fits a nap: contained, tended, unhurried. We had routines. We had sun. We had enough quiet corners for everyone—felines, humans, and tourists—to feel safe and cared for.

Then the change arrived in a way every feline detected. No one said why our sisters and brothers from Maui appeared. The carriers simply multiplied—delivered by tired hands and careful voices. Cats stepped out smelling of travel, and too many endings at once, eyes wide, bodies braced for whatever came next. The volunteers moved faster. Bowls refilled sooner. Soft beds appeared in new corners. Even the air felt busier—the island itself listening for footsteps that weren’t there yet.

✦

That was when my dreams started getting inconvenient. At first, it wasn’t even an image. It was pressure—a paw set gently on the threshold of my mind. Then the dreams gave him shape and color. A presence stalking me. 

I never saw him fully formed. I saw what mattered: tufted ears cutting a silhouette, a midnight ruff piled around his throat, and paws—massive, sure, the kind of paws that didn’t tiptoe through life. When he shifted, the floor in the dream seemed to remember him.

He didn’t call to me the way kittens call, frantic and hungry.

His voice arrived slow and deep—carried forward through generations—an inheritance passed paw to paw. Something ancestral in it, not old in a dusty way, but old the way the ocean is old: patient, relentless, impossible to argue with.

I would wake with my purr trapped in my throat, staring at the ceiling, expecting it to explain itself.

✦

During the day, I started asking questions. Not elegant questions. Not princess questions. Desperate ones. I stood firmly in front of three elder cats and pleaded, Did anyone else hear him? Did anyone else dream of tall shelves and dim lamps? Did anyone know how far a cat could travel if she followed a call?

I continued to ask because there were cats everywhere—more than I could count, and some of them, judging by their scars and swagger, had already lived far past the polite limit of nine lives. Kittens and elders. Sleek beauties and scruffy legends. New arrivals with startled eyes, old-timers with expressions that said I’ve seen humans cry over less. Not one of them could help me. 

They blinked at me, acting like I’d announced I planned to swim to Oahu.

Some flicked their tails and walked away. A few offered the kind of patience adults reserve for the young when they’re being dramatic in public. One tom snickered and bumped his friend with his shoulder—mocking, soft, meant to sting. The tone said, Did he call you Bellissima?

I pretended not to hear it. Princesses do not reward hecklers.

One older tabby—Auntie Celeste, broad-hipped and unimpressed—sniffed and flattened her ears before replying to me: Eat your food, Bella. Dreams invite unwanted guests.

I ate my food because Aunties are terrifying. I also kept dreaming. 

✦

The day of transport carriers arrived with the slow inevitability of a plan nobody wanted to rush, but everyone understood.

Hard plastic lined with clean towels. Tags. Clipboards. Volunteers moving with practiced gentleness—voices soft, hands steady, smiles a little too bright, not from panic but from the effort of keeping every cat calm.

Visiting vets flew in from Honolulu to help with final checks. They smelled faintly of sanitizer and sea air, and they spoke in the low, competent tones of people who have held frightened hearts in their hands before.

And before anyone lifted a carrier, a Hawaiian elder came through the rows and sang a blessing for our journey—powerful, steady, threaded with something older than words. The song settled over us as warmth. Like permission. Like the island itself, saying, “Go safely. Return in whatever way you can.”

This time it wasn’t a dozen of us heading to the mainland. It was close to fifty. They called us the lucky ones.

Rows and rows, a whole little convoy—cats bound for forever homes, foster stops, partner rescues, and families who had been waiting. A careful relocation meant to make room, to spread out the strain, to keep the sanctuary from tipping under the sudden surge of arrivals from Maui.

A clipboard clicked. A tag looped. Someone said “mainland,” and someone else muttered
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